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first meeting (really). Another doctor, Dr. Prochdzka, wouldn't answer his
phone for a week. So, after this week with the Czech healthcare system,
| gave up and opted for DIY HRT or self-treatment.

[t means that | manage all the aspects of the treatment myself.
This has one advantage: that there’s the absolute control, and three
disadvantages: | pay for everything by myself, I've got to know exactly what
I'm doing and that my doctors will make problems about the surgical change
of my sex. Another disadvantage is that the drugs necessary for the therapy
are only on prescription and can’t be delivered from abroad, because the
Customs Office would confiscate them. So, I've devised a “James Bond style”
plan in which I'd have the hormones delivered to Poland (they‘ve other laws
and it'd pass through easily) to the rented P.O. box and every three months
I'd have to go there to pick them up. Of course, | studied the Endocrinological
Manual for the Hormone Therapy for Transsexual Patients and lots of posts
on Reddit that deal with this topic. Moreover, laboratory tests can be done in
the Czech Republic quickly and for reasonable money.

But there was another unexpected event. One girl from the Czech
Republic wrote on Reddit that her new sexologist, during her first visit,
prescribed her Androcur (an anti-androgen or testosterone blocker) and
put there his name. I'm leaving his name for myself, | don't want that
he’s overwhelmed with dozens of e-mails from trans people wanting
hormones :-D Early on Monday morning, | called him and the nurse made
the appointment for the next Tuesday. Meanwhile, I'd had several other
encounters with Julie, all of which ended with sex and because we both
wanted to “play a girl” our antagonism was deepening more and more. At
least from my side, of course. Julie spoke about it at one of our encounters
and we were quite open about it but then it was even worse for me. After
a few days, we had an argument during lunch (I'll have negative feelings
about a restaurant Cestr for a long time). The next day we reconciled with
each other but | felt that it wasn't going to be the same. That was on
Monday, the day before the first visit of the new sexologist. We saw each
other on Tuesday morning and then nevermore. So, while leaving for the
appointment, my first trans lesbian romance ended. Of course, the doctor
wasnt from Prague, otherwise it'd have been very easy. | was about to
spend a few hours on train and then other 20 minutes on public transport.
Finally, | arrived at the hospital and found the waiting room without much
trouble. The doctor let me wait but then he went straight to the point.
Considering the fact that I'd been a girl for about two weeks at that time,
and naturally that | was talking of myself as of a woman, he quickly realized

that | was really trans and he didn’t have any doubts. An interesting break

came when he asked me what | was doing. | answered that | was “trading
on stock market,” which raised a great deal of his interest and we weren't
talking about anything else for another 15 minutes. Then we spoke about
the possible side effects of hormone therapy and possible risks for about
5 minutes. He quickly noticed that | was more than well informed and
remarked dryly, “so I'll prescribe you that Andocur.” And then he actually
prescribed it. And handed me the prescription. | stood there gazing on the
piece of paper as if there was written something about the meaning of life.
There was “Androcur 2 x 50 mg.”

The next morning, | was speeding 120km/h on the Mélnik-Prague
highway to visit a private lab because we'd made an agreement with
the doctor to prescribe me estrogen only after seeing the results of my
liver tests. Wasting my time at endocrinology isn't really my style. | went
for blood tests, paid more or less a 1000 CZK, and obtained the results
in an afternoon e-mail. The paper results, stamped and signed by the
laboratory, arrived about a week later by the post. All the tests had good
results, it turned out that despite my not very healthy lifestyle | was healthy
above average and that there’s nothing preventing me from undergoing
hormonal treatment.

So, | started to take Androcur. The first change came in about two
days. The total loss of erectile function, libido and wish to have sex. Just
like switching off the light. | stopped complaining like an idiot about small
things and really calmed down. With medication, | had to start eating twice
a day on regular basis. Once or twice, | didn't eat before taking Androcur
and my “reward” was an hour of intensive burning pain in the liver. After
two weeks, | began to be gently and nostalgically maudlin at almost every
occasion. Fortunately, it was over after a week or so. | didn’t notice other
changes, or | don't remember them now.

After three weeks, this time on Friday, | went for another session with
the doctor. The plan was clear. To get estrogen! The blood tests were alright
but my Cossack boots, short skirt, neckline blouse and a porn-star make-
up weren't necessary for my success :-D

This time, he let me wait for about 30 minutes, which made me
slightly upset, but | didn't let it be known. He greeted me, praised my
outfit, briefly scrutinized test’s results, asked what was new and then there
came an embarrassing silence. | said to myself, “now, or never,” and with
a shuddering voice asked, “do you think that we could start with Estradiol?”
The doctor, almost without moving a muscle, just looked at me and said,
“Do you mean Estrofem? Yes, why not. Your tests are fine. Let's write the

prescription.”








































































story that | saw the day before (I think it was Return to the Future) to one
classmate and when | was in half of a sentence, | saw how he wasn’t getting
the meaning even of the words that | was just saying. My then vocabulary
and expressions were just beyond his comprehension. This, of course, was
frustrating for both of us. Logically, he was feeling like an “idiot,” even if
he wasn't, and | was angry and lonely because nobody understood me.
| was shunning my peers because of this, and if | could, | preferred the
adult company. But they took me (naturally) as a child, so | didn’t belong
anywhere. The physical and verbal bullying of my person in a group of
children of my age was then an obvious by-product, because whoever is
different, must be punished, right...

The turning point came in the in the middle of the first school year
when the teacher took us to a public library. The other kids didn't really
enjoy it, they played, or were angry, but | felt like in a dream. The very same
day, my parents signed the application and in the afternoon, | obtained my
first library card. From that day on until | was twelve, | was spending nearly
every afternoon in the library. | read 1084 books during that time, the vast
majority were scientific books. | know that exactly because | had the printout
from the borrowing register that | put into the envelope with the From that
time on, | was doing nothing else than absorbing, sorting, and processing
information between which | was looking for links and connections, from
which | eventually created synthetic systems of knowledge. | didn't live as
a human but as a constantly learning supercomputer or, more precisely,
a neural network.

| was very close to end up just like another, similarly “miraculous”
child named Brandenn E. Bremmer. At the age of three, he learned to read,
write and play the piano, at seven he finished the primary school, at ten
high school, then he became the youngest student at the university, and at
fourteen, he shot himself in the head...

Fortunately, | soon discovered three ways how to control my mind and
| could finally live the present moment undisturbedly. Finally, there wasn’t
any “l think, therefore | exist,” but “l sense because | exist.”

The first one was fire and explosives. As a child, | loved them both. At
least once a week, | set something on fire or blew it up with the black gun
powder that | got from the firecrackers.

[t fascinated me to watch things burning and even to watch the fire
itself. As it moves, changes, how it consumes everything that it touches. | had
the similar feeling with explosions but it was stronger. With an open mouth,
| was often watching how toys and articles of daily need were being torn

apart with deafening blasts reverberating around. When the pressure wave

hit me, | was experiencing true and genuine ecstasy. The tetralogy Chemistry
and Technology of Explosives by Tadeusz Urbanski became my Bible. Even
today, | can quote some passages by heart.

Later, | also managed to manufacture my own electric ignitors and
detonators. Several times, | even manufactured and successfully tested
a real electric ignition bomb made from the DAP explosive and a few
incendiary napalm bombs.

(I have to add that I've never really destroyed anything and never
harmed anyone, myself included. | was making these explosions in the crater
from tailings that was left behind one of the former mines close to Orlova.
When | was 13, | lost the interest for this activity and since then pyromania or
explosives have lost attraction for me. As an adult, | tried it several times once
again out of curiosity, however, as a superficial minstrel would say: The flame

of passion for the fire burning within me has forever extinguished.)

Appendix: | was writing this text for a while and during that time
| realized that my passion for fire and explosives hasn’t burned out but that
it’s turned into a lifetime fascination with nuclear weapons and nuclear
engineering in general. My main motivation wasn’t the destruction as such
but the sense of power and control over the forces that exceed me many
times. And, in this respect, nothing is more powerful than to have the control
over an atomic reactor with a heat output of over 3000 megawatts or
watching a hydrogen bomb test ;)

The second way was masturbation. | discovered it thanks to my
parents who, in order to make me a “more normal” person, bought a colour
television and video and brought it to my child’s room. Yes, it's like that. In
1994, | had a colour television and a video in the child’s room. Another TV
was in the bedroom and the other one accompanied by a video recorder
and a satellite receiver was in the living room. We could buy all this because,
as | wrote, my parents weren't stupid. The combination of a video player,
a video recorder and a friend working at a video rental store equalled fairly
decent profit in the mid-1990s ;)

But to go back to the topic of my writing. | started to masturbate
at the age of six after being inspired by a nightly erotic film on TV Nova. Of
course, my parents wouldn't let me watch it, but since they were putting
these films late and mostly after my parents would go to sleep, they didn't
know that | was watching such things. | didn't do it with my hands then
but | was stimulating the genitals with a powerful stream of water from the
shower. | did it every night while bathing, always for 15 minutes. 15 minutes

of presence. 15 minutes of ecstasy. Soon, the physical pleasure became the



long-sought counterpart to the power of my own thinking and | was getting
more and more passionate about it. Gradually, | began experimenting.
| changed positions (on my back with my legs in the sling, on my knees, on
my side and with my head down). | combined hot water with cold water,
the strong stream with the weak stream. Sometimes, | even unscrewed the
head from the shower and was doing it straight out of the hose because
it was strongest. | was exploring and discovering absolutely unimaginable
dimensions of excitement and pleasure and | slowly began to realize what
my body is capable of.

Avyear and a half later, again inspired by the eroticism on TV Nova and
a certain cassette found in my parents’ bedroom, | had the first sex in the
summer of 1995. Information from movies was somewhat, hmm, superficial,
and unfortunately, | didn't know more than that. My perspective was very
limited. For example, | thought that there were only 4 sexual practices: anal,
oral, classic and piss. The classic was out of the game and to do piss at first
sex wouldn't be too wise, especially with regard to the sexual partner of the
same age who wouldn’t know anything about it.

Despite of what | said above, | still managed to make some friends at
the end of the first school year. Of course, the more intelligent ones. | liked
especially one of them and one day when we're playing alone in the woods
“behind Aralka,” | got encouraged and asked bluntly: “Hey, why don’t we
try sex?”

“What?” He asked automatically, but on his face, | saw that he'd
already understood.

“Why don't we try sex?” | asked again and looked straight into his
eyes.

“Alright,” he said, surprising me with his colourless answer.

Like ladies in the movies, | knelt down, pulled his tracksuits down to
his knees and out of his briefs | pulled out... a miniature. |'ve to admit that
I was so fooled about porno that at that moment | thought that | was going
to see a log that would break my collarbone.

Somehow, | started. I'm not gonna write about how it was but if you
want to try it yourself, use the first two phalanges of your little finger ;)

Luckily, he soon realized that he wasn't going to get excited and put his
willy back into trousers. But then he did something completely unexpected.
When | wanted to get up, he pushed me back. He put one hand on my
forehead, leaned my head slightly back, and slowly started moving his finger
down in my mouth. I'm not lying, | got extremely excited and in a moment,
| played all the tricks that | saw in porn movies. | was licking and sucking

his finger with my tongue and | wasn't even afraid to use my teeth a bit.

But mostly, | put my hands behind my back and | pressed my mouth against
his two fingers. After a while, he added the third one, grabbed my back and
started exploring my throat preparing me for taking away his virginity. At the
same time, | quickly realized that gag reflex is shit and that | shouldn’t do
a deep-throat without training. | didn't vomit but | choked and we had to
leave it finally.

Our activity, however, resulted in a promising bulge in his crotch.
| passed my hand over it a few times and he told me to tilt slightly and lean
against the tree.

He pulled my shorts and underwear down at once and | was trembling
with expectation. There was a moment of silence, and then he just stuck it
into me from behind. Drily, without preparation, without anything and nicely
to the end. | screamed as the pain penetrated my body and then jerked
forward to get it out of me as soon as possible. Then | burst into tears and
sank down on the ground and wept. He, of course, apologized for not wanting
to do it, that he was doing it in that way because he saw it in a porn movie
that he'd found hidden in his dad'’s closet. “Oh, you know all the tricks from
there,” | thought and | began to recover slowly. My butt burned a lot but
| wasn't loosing blood. After a while, | stood up and we went silently to our
homes. It was getting darker and the parents were afraid that we might've
been violated by someone, or something like that...

Therefore, the first sex was nothing special and it certainly didn’t
convince me that | should go on with it. But there was an unexpected side
effect, despite the very negative initial experience, | gradually started to
masturbate my anus. First, just slowly and shyly. “On the sidelines” as they
recommended it in the Bravo magazine for girls. But soon, | fell for it as
much as for masturbation by the shower and | did it almost every day,
sometimes more times a day. Sometimes with my fingers but mostly with
a marker with the round end about one centimetre in the diameter on
which | put on a condom. | bought the condoms in the vending machine in
the mall bathroom, which also brings a funny story into my memories, but
I'll leave it for another time because this writing is a bit longer.

Again, | was experimenting. | tried and changed different positions,
angles, speed and styles. | liked it most when | was on the back, stretched
my legs apart and put them both behind my head. That's how | could enter
the best. As the time was passing by, | managed to stretch more and get
deeper, so the marker was replaced by the carrot at first and later by the
classic salad cucumber in the condom. | also learned how to rinse out when
| was alone at home, which | soon understand is the absolute necessity. The

anal masturbation gradually prevailed over the genital one which somehow



disappeared from my life, mostly because it could be done more in private
and that it offered a stronger experience. When | was nine, | became addicted
to anal penetration and | even stopped for a few weeks because | needed to
regain control over it...

And that's how | did it, although with different variations and bigger
and bigger sex toys for more than 20 years until the beginning of a relationship
with Peter a year and a half ago. For the first time in my life, someone
charged and satisfied me sexually so much that | stopped masturbating.

The third and last way, in comparison with the two mentioned, was
much weaker. It didn’t throw me to the present entirely, but it mitigated
the hyper-ultra-super thinking to “just” super thinking and made my stay
in the reality at least tolerable. In contrast to the first two, the pleasure
lasted hours instead of just minutes or even seconds. It concerns wearing
rubber boots, raincoats outdoors, or in remote places and gas masks.
The first ones were rubber boots. I'd been wearing them since the time
immemorial. | don’t know why, nor do | remember what attracted me to
them. | just enjoyed them and | felt good in them. Gradually, my liking for
wearing rubber boots grew so much that | even wore them in situations
where they're totally inappropriate. | just WANTED to wear them and
| wanted to walk in them and it couldn’t be changed.

Unlike the rubber boots, | remember the first moment when | fell for
raincoats. At the end of the first school year, | went on a school trip and it
was raining that day. We came to the place and |, like everyone on the bus,
took a raincoat from my rucksack. It was a real communist raincoat made
of genuine natural rubber and it was completely new and wrapped in plastic.
Immediately, | fell for its seemingly perfect and uniform surface in a bright
yellow color. | ripped the wrapper, took a breath, and at that moment,
my nose, my brain and the rest of the body struck something that | would
describe, due to my adult experience, as a mixture of poppers, ketamine
and LSD. This “aroma” of freshly unwrapped new rubber, | write the word
aroma in quotation marks because for something so strong, penetrating
and embracing the words like “aroma” or “scent” arent enough. For a while,
it completely intoxicated me and sent me somewhere far out of the reality.
Luckily, no one noticed it in the chaos of getting out of the bus and | could
quickly recover and put on my raincoat. And then | don’t remember anything
more from the trip. | know it was going on well but | have no idea where
we were, nor what was going on, nothing. The only thing | remember today
is a yellow and perfectly scented raincoat and how | kept touching it and
playing with it. | felt like | was wearing a protective cover that protects me

from the evil of the outside world. That feeling of peace and security was so

wonderful and unforgettable that I've been experiencing it in my memories
for more than twenty years as if it happened yesterday. And so, | started to
wear a raincoat altogether with the rubber boots.

| only started wearing gas masks a few weeks later after watching
a documentary on CT2 dealing with the Chernobyl accident and its con-
sequences. At that time, | was quite knowledgeable about nuclear technology,
| even had a poster on the wall with a functional Temelin diagram, which was
marked and scrawled over with notes about bettering its design. That's why
| was watching this documentary with a lot of interest. | was particularly
attracted to the scene where several technicians walked through a service
tunnel directly under the destroyed reactor in protective rubber suits and gas
masks to burn out a hole to get the cameras and measuring instruments
inside. The scene lasted for about a minute but nothing else before, or after
affected my life more than the sight of the people in the gas masks and
the rubber, risking their own life (all four later died as the consequence
of radiation) trying to control this destructive natural force set free. That
evening, | decided who | wanted to be. A nuclear engineer in such a position
to wear the same suit and mask like my new heroes in the documentary.

As chance would have it, the very next day our teacher was asking what
we'd like to do in life. All children were giving classic responses like football
player, doctor, a cosmonaut, a garbage collector, etc. But when it came to
me, | proudly and confidently announced that | want to be “a nuclear engineer
and the specialist on the nuclear accident at Chernobyl.” In the afternoon, the
director invited me and my mom to his office and recommmended the transfer
to the math school which would be more suitable for me. The way he said it
altogether with his overall performance was so uncomfortable that | suddenly
began to imagine how | was torturing him. How he can’t move because his
whole body is wrapped in a rubber garden hose and that he’s wearing a gas
mask into which I'm pumping water and that I'm slowly drowning him. At the
same time, the pressure of the water in the hose clutched his chest and he
couldn’t breathe, so he’s drowning and suffocating at the same time.

Anyway, there was no transfer to another school because my dear
mom wasn't willing to let me take the local bus and | stayed at school with
the extended music education for another 4 years. Thanks mom...

The summer holidays started and in the school where my parents
worked and where we lived in a school flat, they were closing the warehouse
for the civil defence gear. | begged my parents to take one of the scrapped
masks. Thus, | obtained my first gas mask. It was a child’s mask made of
pink rubber, type DM-1. | put it on and it immediately became my darling. It

wasn't as dramatic as in the case of the raincoat but the feeling of isolation







































































































































lassmate — Pavel. At the time when we moved to Prague
our home became commonplace. They were speaking
hange and other topics which | don't understand much,
ys spending my time in another room.

not aware of anything. He was to find out a few years

something... One day, Pavel came and said that he was
for all the unusual, aroused the desire in me to follow his
om now on, Gabi, agreed. We became friends in purely
her with her first make-up when she was going out as
me, we even chose a wig and went shopping together.
ranssexuality with all my friends. | was examining the

aits on each person and realized that there are fragile
men and men.

respects. Already, after three months, she was receiving
anks to the hormones she was going through the second
hat she found her true self. It was a complete reversal.
in my ordinary life while her personality fascinated me
s going through everything with her.

er at all... The source of her income was to install fire
. Despite having a decent salary, she called it a “disgusting
e hated. Soon, she left and became obsessed with latex
dio.

lways different. As she writes in the post "Sex, Mask,
he had the first sex at the age of seven. She loved fire. She
very prodigious child. It has been verified that, at the age
ed her own explosives. In the chemistry classes, she was



making bongs to smoke grass. When she was a child, her father left her motl
and abandoned them, and later, when she was fifteen, her mother abandon
her as well and went to work to the UK.

In 2012, Gabi/Pavel got married and settled down in Prague. In 2013, we beca
friends. In 2014, he was diagnosed as a transsexual. So instead of Pavel, we w
seeing Gabi. The life was about to continue in a right way. She was to beco
happy finally.

But it went wrong somehow..

In the autumn 2015, Gabi posted a "Goodbye Letter” on her blog and mad
public through her Facebook. | read it in the morning before my morning shift
the café. I felt terrible. All these intensive moments which had made me connect
to her. And now? The great path that she had climbed would be gone....

In the afternoon, there came the notice. She was alivel They managed to save h

She apologised to all her friends. She accepted that she could not go on like t
and made an appointment with the psychiatrist who would help with her anxie
depressive states of mind.

Since then, my faith in the happy-end begun to collapse quickly. A couple
months after, she was mad once again, we had an argument, interrupted
photography sessions and did not see each other for half a year. Meanwhile, s
stopped taking hormones and wanted to become Pavel once again.

She was deep in debt.

Finally, the doctors found out that her embryo joined with the embryo of his sis
in an early stage of pregnancy. The Gabi's body is made up of 75% of cells with

he uterus, ovaries and cervix while her external genitalia
a human chimera who thinks like a man and is obsessed
an.

hange, she is doing better. She is repaying her debts and
n in Thailand. She has resolved problems with her former
re balanced impression than ever before. For her, it is the
lieve that she will find happiness one day.

transsexuals, we who are content with our sex are lucky

f view of sick people, these would be the healthy ones,

ke this often. Instead of realizing that we are happy right

goals to ourselves in the belief that their fulfilment will

f ourselves, of our beliefs, of what is/is not perfect in the
Id, of which we always dream.

ware of their well being and to accept themselves with
rsex people, in particular.
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